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It would not out at windows, nor at doores. 

There is fo hot a furomer in my bofome. 

That all my bowels crumble vp to duft: 
lam afcribled forme drawne with a pen 
Vpon a Parchment, andagainft this lire 
Do I fticinkc vp. 

Hen. How fares yonr.Maiefty f 

loh. Foyfon d,ill fare: dead, forfookc, call off, 

And none ofyou will bid the winter come 
Tothrufthis yde fingersin my maw; 

Nor let my kingdoms R) tiers, take their courfe 
Through my buro’d bofome: nor imreat the North 
Tomake his bleake windes kifle my parched lips, 

And comfort me with cold. I do noc aske you much, 
Ibegge cold comfort; and you are fo ftraight 
And fo ingrateful 1,you deny me that. 

Hen. Oh that there were fome vertue in my tearcs, 
Thatmightreleeuc you. 

lohn. The fait in them is hot. 

Within me is a hell, and there the poyfon 
Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize, 

On vnrcprceuablc condemned blood. 

Enter BaftarA. 

Soft. Oh, I am fcaldeci with my violent motion 
And fpleene offpeedc, to fee your Maiefty, 

fob*. Oh Cozen, thou art come to fet mine eye: 
The cackle of my heart, is crack’d and burnt. 

And all the flirowds wherewithmy life fliould faile. 
Arc turned to one thred, one little haire: 

My heart hath one poore firing to flay it by, 

Which holds but till thy newes be vticrcd. 

And then all this thou feed, is but a dod. 

And module of confounded royalty. 

Baft. The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward. 
Where heauen he knowes how wefhall anfwer him. 

For in aoightthebeftparc ofmy powre, 

As I vpon aduantage did remoue, i 

Were in the fVaj.bes all vnwarily, 

Deuoured by the vnexpefted flood, 

Sal, You breath thefe dead newes in as dead an care 
My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now thus. 

Hen. Euenfomuft Iron on, andeuen fo flop. 

What fiiiety of the world, what hope, what flay. 

When this was now a King, and now is day ? 

Baft. Art thou gone fo ? 1 do but flay behinde. 

To do the office for thee, of reuenge, 

And then my foule fhall wake on thee to htaijen, 


T fa life anddeatb ofK^ rtgfobn. 


As it on earth hath bcnc thy feruant fliH, 

Now, nowyou S tarres, that mouc in you CI i eht 
Where be your powres? Shew now youi-. ro£ Qj 
And inftandy returne with me againe. e “ faiths, 

Topuflr deftruftion,andperpetualI fhatwt 
Out of the weake doore of ourfaintino Land 
Straight let vs fecke, or ftraight we fhall befouehr 
I he Dolphine rages at out verk heekj. ® > 
Sal. It feetnes you know not then fo much , 

The Card mail is within at reft, * We » 

Who halfean houre fince came from theD 0 jn] • 

And brings from him fucb offersofour peace ^ 

As we with honor and refpctS may take J 
With purpofe prefen tly to leaue this wane 
Baft. He will the rather do it, when he fe M 
Our felues well flnewM to our defence, 

Sal. Nay,'tis in a manner done already 
For many carriages hee hathdifpatch’d ’ 

To the fea fide, and put his eaufe and quarrell 
T o the difpofing of the Cardinal], 

With whom your felfe, my felfe, and other Lord 
If you thinke meetc, this afternoone will poaft 
Toconfummatc thisbufineffc happily. 

Baft. Let it be fo, and you my noble Prince * 

With other Princes that may beft be fpar'd 1 
Shall waite vpon your Fathers Funernll. > 

Hen. At Worftcrmuft his bodic be intcrrM 
For fo he will’d it. * 

Baft . Thither Hull it then, 

And happily may your fweet felfe put on 
The lineall ftate, and glorie of the Land, 

To whom with all fabmifsion on my knee, 

I do bequeath my faithfullferuiccs 
And rruefubic&ion cuerlaftingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of onr loue wee make 
To reft without a fpot for euermore. 

Hen. I haue a kinde fouJc.that would giuethankes 
And kno wes not how to do it, but with teares. 1 

Baft. Oh let vs pay the time f bur needfuil wor 
Since it hath bccnc before hand with our greefej. ’ 
This England netier did, norneuer 
Lye*at the proud foote ofa Conqueror, 

But when it firft did helps to wound it felfe. 

Now, thefe her Princes are come home againe. 

Come the three corner* of the world in Araks, 

0 A J ld we ^- lil ^ oc ke them : Naught fhall make rs rut 
If England to it felfe, do reft but true. && 


the Second. 


JBut^Primus, Severn ‘Trima* 


Em &>* ^ ard > hhn <>f CaHnt > with oiher Nohlts 
an A Attendants. 

Km Richard. 

'Ld hhn of Cjattnt, time-honoured Lancalter, 

Baft thou according to thy oath and band 

Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fon: 

r"-Heere to make good J'boiftrous late appeals, 

Which then our leyfure would not let vs heate, 

Aaainft the Duke of Norfolkc, Thomas Mowbray > 

°Gmt, I hauemy Liege. 

Kino. Tdl me morcoucr,haft thou founded him, 
Ifheappeale the Duke on ancient malice. 

Or worthily ns a good fubiedt fho uld 
On fome knownc ground of treacherie ta him. 

Q(Wnt. Asneae asI could fifthim on that argtHncnl, 
On feme apparent danger fecne in him, 

Avm^d at you r Highhcffe, no inueterate malice. 

'Kin, Then call them to our prefence face to face. 

And frowning brow to brow, our felues willheare 
■ Th’accufer,and theaccufed, freely fpeake; 

High ftomack d are they both, and full of ire. 

In rage, deafe as th c fea; haftie as fire. 

Enter Bullittgbroohe and Mowbray. 

Hitt. Many yeares of happy dayesbefall 
Hygrad 0 usSoucraigne,my molHouing Liegr. 

Mmv. Each day (fill better others happineffe, 

Vntili thebeatrens entiying earths good baj*, 

Addean immortal! title to yourCrowne. 

King. We thartke you both, yet one but flatters vs, ; 
Aswell appeareth by the eaufe you come. 

Namely, to ij»pcal«'eacb' other ofhightreafon. 

Coofin of Hereford, whstdoftthou obieft 

Againft the Duke dfNorfolke, Thomas 'Mmbraf ? 

Bui. Ftfftvhcaucn be rbcrecord to my fpecch, 

In ehe*deubtionof a fubiefts loue. 

Tendering the precious fafetie of my Prince,* 

And free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come I appealant to this Princely prefence. 

Now Thomas "Mowbray doT turne to thee. 

And marke my greeting well: for whatljpeake. 

My body fhall make good vpon this earth. 

Or my diaihcfeule sniberftih heauen l 
Thouafta Traitor, anda Mrfcteam }• • ’ 

Too good to’befo,andeot> bad to liW:, 

Since tbemwe fake " 
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The vglier feeme the cloudes that in it fiyc: 

Once more, the more to aggravate theaote. 

With a foule Trairors name ftuffe I thy throte, 

And wifli (fo plcafe my Soueraigne) ere 1 mouc. 

What my tong fpeaks,my right drawn fword may proue 
Mow. Let not my cold words heere accufe my zeale: 
’Tis nor the ttiall ofa Womans warre. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this eaufe betwixt vs twaine: 

The blood is hot that muft be cool’d for this. 

Yet can I not of fuch tame patienceboaft. 

As to behufht, and nought at all to fay. 

Firft the fairer euerenee of your Highneffe cur bes mee. 
From gioing teines and fpurres to my free fpeech. 

Which elfe would poft, vntili it had return'd 
Thefe tearmes of treafon, doubly downe his throat, 
Scttihg afide his high bloods royalty. 

And let him benoKinfman to my Liege, 

I do defic him, and I fpit at him. 

Call him aflanderous Coward, and a Villaine: 

Which to maintainc, I would allow him oddes. 

And meete him, were I tide to ratine “foote, 

Euen to the frozen ridges ofthe Alpes, 

Or any othes ground inhabitable. 

Where euer Enghfhman durfi fet his foote, 

Mcatie time, let this defend my loyaltie, 

By all my nopes moft falfcly doth he lie. 

2?#/.Pale trembling Coward,there I throw my gage, 
Difclaiming heere the kindred ofa King, 

And I jy afide my high bloods Royalty, 

Which feare, not reuerencemakes thee to except. 

If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength, 

As to take vp mine Honors pawne, then ftoope. 

By that, and ail the rites of Knight-hood elfe. 

Will I make good againft theearme to arme. 

What I hatie fpoken, or thou canftdeutfe. 

Mow. I take it vp, andby that fword I fweare, 
Which gently laid my Knight-hood on my'fhoulder. 

He anfwer thee in anyfaftre degree, 

Or Chiualrous defigne ofktnghtly trial!: 

And when I mount,’aliue may I not light, ' 

If I beTraitor,orvniuftIy fight. 

King. What doth ©lirCeifin lay to MmbraUs charge i 
• It muft be great that can'iiihtrite vs, 

Somuch as ofa thought of Hi in him. 

‘Sw/.Looke what 1 faid,my lifefeallproueit true. 
That Mowbray hath teceiu’d eight thoufandNobles, 

In 






























































































































